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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


_Wednesday.—Just ran down and had a look at the National 
Liberal Federation making themselves very busy. 


‘“worDs ! WORDS! WORDSs!”’ 


To keep the body politic 
Our enterprise from baulking, 

We must, like Signor Benedick, 
Continually “ be talking ”’ ; 

Then let us work the good old trick 
Of speeches, deputations, 

And spread the butter nice and thick 
On our well-fed orations. 


Went off from there and helped to launch the new ship H.MS. 
Goliath. Then over to New South Wales to see the finish of the 
Stoddart cricket—a draw. And “so home” and to Stafford House 
to hear M. Edouard Rod, the French novelist, lecture on the novel. 


Thursday.—Gales and snow and sleet very busy. Had my break- 
fast in bed, then went and breakfasted with the Federation chaps at 
Leicester. All very jolly—seemed to think they'd got the ‘ Gover’- 
ment” on the hip. Dunno. Struck me they’d got it on the brain! 
Dined with Mr. Gibbs, M.P., and the London Orphan Asylum at 
the Hotel Metropole. Then to hear “Ian Maclaren” on 
“Humour” at the Tollington Park Chapel, N. Fancy ! humour !— 


in a chapel !—by a Scotchman!! And he was funny, too. 


Friday.—Blizzard still very active. Had several umbrellas 
turned inside out, but got to Christie’s safely to acquire some of the 
late Sir Everett Millais’ objects of art. Obtained some more 
umbrellas, which eventually suffered the same fate, and made my 
way to the Gtand National. 


Saturday.—Well, of all the weathers ! 


I found my way round 








to the Beethoven celebrations at both the Crystal Palace and st. 
James’ Hall. Also glad to say got our man in for Maidstone. Also, 
likewise, had a good look at Wyllie’s Water Colours (past master of 
shipping and sea effects, he is), which gave me a nice rest before 
I had to pound and grind through the wind and rain once more to 
the Press boat for the boat race. Can't say I dislike ‘battling with 
the elements’”"—properly equipped one has some good fun, and a 
sense of superiority in getting the better of them—but, oh! the 
expense in umbrellas! I’ve used up 20 this week already! But to 
the race—years and years ago I saw it run in snowstorm, and Cam- 
bridge won; this year it was rowed in a gale (foolish not to put it 
off, J think), and Cambridge didn’t win. Though swamped and 
drenched their spirits were not damped, however. 
HAIL! (ALSO SNOW, SLEET, RAIN!) 


From the nor’-nor’-east, and the sou’-sou’-west, 
Sou’-east and nor’ west, too, 

To do its worst it did its best, 
As the gale it galely bloo ; 

Thro’ the waves’ high crown, as the hail came down, 
The crews put out their strengths, 

Till one was swamped and the other one romped 
In winner by lots of lengths, 


Monday.—Set Lord Salisbury safely and comfortably on the road 
to Beaulieu, wished him better health, and came home to read away 
the afternoon, till it was time to go and hear Mr. Fitzgerald at the 
Royal Geographical Society on the Aconcagua (and he’s been on it, 
too, and brought a lot of photographs of uncanny corners and dizzy 
heights), 

Tuesday.—Made my way over to Toynbee Hall just to encourage 
an East End show of pictures there—principally Watts’. Wonder 
how the East Enders take to such very high art! Met Lord Salis- 
bury at Nice, saw him safely to his journey’s end, and brought 
Duke of Cambridge home. Then to Actors’ Association meeting. 
Awful and mysterious hints about dreadful things to be done to a 
well-known dramatic critic. Suggestive of Holy Inquisition. 
Terrible! But hush! we are observed. Let us away to the Kast 
and see what the Sirdar is doing. Just dropped upon him at a 
lucky moment, as he worked off a brilliant coup. 


In the grim Soudan, “ where "—as they plan— 
(And Willett he “the war is,” 

In a tightish place (as seems the case) 
The Arab warrior is; 

He won't attack, and he can’t go back, 
For the Englishmen’s Effendi, 

With plain intent to Shendy went 


And kicked up such a Shendy. 
THe Sporrer. 
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| In(f)vernal Cleansine. 


THE carpets are up, and the curtains are 
down, 
The mattress is laid on the floor; 
| And when I return from my office in 
town 
| I have to squeeze in at the door, 
For tables and chairs, in a horrible heap, 
Are blocking the hall up, I find, 
So sideways, with scratches and bruises, 
I creep 
Till driven clean out of my mind! 


The baby is howling (it fell in a pail), 
The dog, too, has just now begun, 
For some one has moved on the poor 
creature’s tail 
A chest of drawers—nearly a ton! 
There isn’t a yard of the flooring, I 
swear, 
To walk without wetting your feet, 
Nor can I discover a vestige of chair 
Without something placed on the 
seat ! 


Oh, give me the dirt with its comforting 
ease, 
It’s better than bucket or mop, 
No matter if dust brings on sneeze after 
sneeze, 
You can get a steak or a chop; 
3ut now, if I venture to hint that a meal 
My ‘inner man’”’ much would delight, 
I’m told by my wife—who in dustpan 
does knee]— 
To “get away out of my sight!” 





























The Wasted Years. 


(Mr. Gladstone, in a letter lately 
addressed to Mr. John Dillon, M.P., 
said: ‘‘ If Ireland be disunited, her cause 
too long remains hopeless, if, on the con- 
trary, etc.’’] 


WHEN Protestant and Papist meet 

With loving smile, benign and sweet ; 

When Parnellite no more shows fight 

Against the Anti-Parnellite ; 

When factions grow no longer frantic 

Upon that little patch of green, 

Which like an emerald is seen 

‘To gem the blue Atlantic— 

Then Home Rule might bring aught but 
woe, 

The veteran Gladstone tells us so. 


And sad, indeed, it is to think 

Of wreck of Party, ruin’s brink, 

Of waste of time, of breath, of ink— 

Of hatred, strife, abuse, and tears 

That stained these unavailing years 
Through which, from weary day to day, 
‘‘Home Rule for Ireland” blocked the 
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- ashame : way 
Mamma.—‘ Mind you don’t fall and drop the tea things, May! ”’ A dangerous, superfluous measure 
Sharp Child.—“ If I did, there would be an other row over China, Mother!” Fashioned to suit Gladstonian pleasure. 
= —— — en | peers ———————— 
China’s Charade. They make their pleas with polished ease, 
As if they love and like me: 
gegen and —_ pa — I find But I beat my breast, for each request 
omy poor kingdom harry , Asa stern FIRST-mand doth strike me! 
To what excess their politesse 
Of suave address they carry ! ‘* Dear, darling Ching,” the nations sing, 
They SECOND me with prayers, ‘‘ We'll be ‘* We'll your régime upset not, 
For slight concessions grateful! "’ Nor, in any case, your sway displace : 
And, all the while, they smirk and smile Yet . . . our days of grace forget not!’’ 
With guile most vile and hateful. So the politesse of their bland address 


Is the flavour of poisoned dishes ; 
And my teardrops roll—for, upon my soul, 
I’m obliged to WHOLE with their wishes ! 


It’s here a junk—and there a chunk— 
Of my domain, goes straying 

For, in choicest flowers of speech, the Powers 
‘* What's yours is Ours!’ keep saying ! (Answer: COM-PLY. 
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Worse Still. 


Married Man.—* Before I married I 
had to hunt all over the house for my 
slippers.” 

Batchelor.—* And now ?” | 

Married Man.—‘‘I can’t afford to buy 
any!” 


























OnE of our daily contemporaries, to 
our grief and surprise, denounces Sir 
Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett as a ‘“ persistent 
self-advertiser.” Is no man, then, to be 
considered a patriot in his own (adopted) 
country? Isa virtuous desire to guide 
the foreign policy of a nation, by 
judicious remarks to the “man at the 
wheel,” to be condemned as mere “ self 
advertisement’’? Surely not. Asan infor- 
mation-extractor under difficulties Sir 
Ellisis without a peer. And we ventureto 
say that it is the Ashmead-Bartletts and 
the Alfred Austins of England who have 
built up that magnificent abstraction 
known as the Constitution. Sir Ellis is 
the Corelli of politics. Sure in his own 
mind of his transcendant abilities, he, 
like the celebrated female novelist, goes 
upon his meteoric way, regardless of self 
and scorning advertisement, 



































To call Sir Ellis uglv names 
May please some foolish japers— 
But Fun no politician blames 
For ‘ getting in the papers.” 
And, though Sir Ellis we refuse 
To take for an adviser, 
He’s much more like a Daily News 
Than like an Advertiser. 


For daily he doth do his best 
To serve the British nation— | 
Undaunted he is aye in quest 
Of foreign information. | 
At calling names we must demur— 












He’d be a foolish person eae stetg ; 
Who'd check the only questioner | He,t ‘| 
Who taps the wily Curzon. | | } t ae 
ye . . ° i ' 
Will no one recognise his worth ? } ; i 
a saa an S nT | phi - 
Must ev’ryone despise him ? | | | Hitt, i 
Well, never mind; their ribald mirth TH (ili a 
Still serves to advertise him. F humm te = C0 ' PT Og eee | 
Yet their mistake is terrible, Mrs. Jones is not suffering with gout in both feet, neither s one penterng, Sor Se th 
Let’s hope they’l] soon grow wiser, acrobat, and going to jump the staircase at a aoa <7 oe a oa os aan: it into if 
Nor say our only Chronicle simply conceived a brilliant idea for polishing the 1a ft oor, anc I ti 
Is just an Advertiser! execution. 


- oe 7 a . ’ : ‘ G If 
I see the Prince ut Wales, speakin’ at a dinner of the Cannes Go 


. On Things in General.” Club, said ’e ‘hoped that navies an’ armies would soon no longer 


. ; _—— Ses . 7 Y.). tad j ! 
caniicee-6 — , ' e needed, an’ that we should ‘ave universal peace. Jist so 
BY MR. “FUN'S" WASHERWOMAN. intounsed Aro an’ plenty of “pieces,” is wot I say. Hooray! 











It’s rather late to tork about the boat race ha I er But, at the same time, wot i gee gk nergy ped A 
it in before, on account of goin’ to press erly), only 4 thort yol coats? I know my ironers would cry t > 6) aU, sta 
vould like to know that I was there, an’ felt very cold an co george vote for ‘ universal peace, if it meant no ane — " it ponte 
in fac’, I ’ad“* the blues’ somethink orful. I saw Hoxford, - I Lord Salisbury is better, an off to the sh gene ce tisf ct “4 
didn’t see Cambridge. I ’ea:d they was somewhere on the river. to say that Mr. Gladstone don’t seem gettin ” hy Bub 1 r | cde 
also ’eard a man say that, though the crews was young chaps, they 'E is a great man, though I never agreed with "all's ig vary 
looked like a lot of wet-erans. , ‘owever, this is not a time to remember 18 ag Thy» - ave cy 

Ain’t the weather been enough to make : une go peeps ng thank goodness | ones “ yoo ois gin rally ; ence or @ 

in’ ? ’ad a lot of my clothes blown over next- ‘clock tea wouldn't be ‘alf as tasty as or 
0 gn ea Mo neighbour—who was in his " Dr. Tanner will ‘ave arst—by the time you read this—the Presi- 
back-yard, saan’ te at the sky, suddenly found hisself envelloped dent of the Board of Agriculture wether, as what may - 
’ A ‘ . a ‘ . 4 
in garments of a delikat nachur. An’ ’e so shy, too, that ’e allus communikated by the bite of a cat, yy pees aera, gee 
shuts ’s eyes wen ’e looks at my clothes’-lines ! ‘ sain gibdtiia ‘ave all cats ggg ee ye muUuz ; ’ 
“hag. - y .? , oy 8; ‘e's wot I call a ** Kilkenny c é 

’Ere’s a perliceman at Bolton was ‘ad up for s cain 0 ! for ‘es wot 1 Ca : 
there was alee other charges of burglary agin ‘1m ; pM thee om be caine : —————— ———— 
’ : = ’ ’ sé es 1A — 

e didn’t ’ave 159 keys, some of 'em “skeletons. . ' 
the feast’’—oyster feast,eh? It looked as if © wanted . Open or Shut! 
hisself up, ’avin’ all them keys. This “ fishy * prewar e-oe} wenn Events in China more and more 
guilty. He wasn't enough on the key a aneacar = eal: Distinctly point to war, 

All the tork now is about the ‘‘ Far East" an t ° yo aoe Sun. And, if they close “ the open door,”’ 
some of ’em seem hot and cross, without the buns, in the age ie ht We fear ‘twill be a jar! 
thank ’eaving! we shall ‘ave the buns an hindigestion in the 1a , 

















[ie Sonne. ae Sete neem ete 


eee 


os eben Rou » a x 
in b 3 —— 
a tec 


re 


ak s 
RS I NR tg Re 








Daw ae & 





Bs 













e 


Oe tee od eet me, 


«=< - a . ir 2 
OS EEL A OE Se “il a itty a eee 








APRIL 5, 1898. 
































f sai 
’ ae tiny e 
A ° 4 
age i Pe 





fy 
o 





He.—** Oh, I Say 
She. 


bh] 
a jan. W I 


TOO BAD. 


‘! Here comes that chap, Prettyboy!” 


‘*Well, what of it?” 


He.—** Oh, y’know, ‘ Two's company, three’s none! ”’ 


She.- 


“Well, I'll tell you what ! 







If we want you to leave us, I'll give you a hint by ringing three times 
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Ready! 


Russia (loq.) :— 


Hi! You can't pass here! 
I'm the lessee, don’t you know; 
And I mean to run the show 
Without favour, fuss, or fear! 
For this outlet to the sea, 
As you know, belongs to me 
And your trade is far too free, 
So, of course, it's pretty clear 
That you can’t pass here! 
Ob! You can’t pass here ! 
We're a nation overgrown, 
And this port must be our own— 
Yes, maybe you think that queer— 
But I must not be attacked; 
This is not a place, in fact, 
That could warrant such an act— 
You must go back, Sir, I fear, 
For you can't pass here ! 


Hi! You can’t pass here! 
I have booked this little place 
For the great Sclavonic race 

That is crowding in the rear— 
For it’s long been Russia's plan 
This Pacific coast to man, 

For we must be in the van! 
To proceed will cost you dear, 


For you can’t pass he 
No! You can’t pass here ! 
For this port is clearly mine 








And at you I draw the line; 
Though, of course, I bold you dear! 
Friends, no doubt, we ought to be, 
But your trade’s so very free 
That it will not do for me 
I must ask you, Sir, to ‘‘ clear ’’— 
For you can’t pass here! 
JOHN BULL :— 
Well, of course, I’m very sorry to intrude, 
And I wouldn't for the world be rough or 
rude, 
jut these goods I must deliver, 
Even if my ‘‘ timbers shiver,” 
So you'd better take some other attitude ! 
As an outlet for the great Sclavonic race 
You are welcome to this useful little 
place, 
But you mustn't be a niggard— 
For I'm positively jiggered 
If you'll make it just a Russian Naval 
Base. 


Mustn’t pass? Oh, dash it all, that’s too 
absurd ! 
I have got to pass; I have, upon my 
word 
And to say I mustn't do it, 


Or that if Ido I'll rue it, 


Is about the biggest cheek I've ever 
heard. 
Vv wanta 9 7 I rt. I t} nr bk sa 
r r Dov r .\ 
r 4 I I é 





You've a lease? H'm, well I hope you'll 
make it pay ! 


But lease or no, my boy, I coming in— 
Your excuses, I must say, are pretty 
thin! 
You may take your “ Alfred Davy”’ 
If you stop me, that my Navy 
To destroy your little leasehold will begin. 
From my purpose I am not to be be- 
guiled— 
Though, of course, you’re very naturally 
riled, 
I am really not offended— 
I shall do what I intended, 
Pray remember you're not dealing with 
a child! 


Yes, I’m coming in this harbour, never 
fear, 
And I utterly decline, my boy, to 
‘‘clear’’ ! 
As my power you've derided 
To defy you I’ve decided— 
I’m determined to continue business 
here! 
Oh, my right of entry is, you say, denied! 
Well, as that’s a naval matter, let it 
slide 
You must settle that with Seymour 
But you mustn’t bother me more, 
tand 


— 
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| READY ! 


RUSSIAN (LOQ.).—“YOU CAN’T PASS HERE!” 
J. BULL (LOQ.).—“OH! CAN’T I? I’VE GOT TO DELIVER THESE GOODS, AND I'M GOING TO. OURS 
- cs je : AAs A- 4 4hd 4 4s 4 y b>, fhe - 7 + y ° J 
OUT THERE WILL SETTLE THE QUESTION WITH YOU.” arene il 
IN UsUFRUCT TO Russia BY CHINA ON TUESDAY LA8sT, 29TH Marcu. 








Port ARTHUR WAS CEDED 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 112.) 
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Caste on an Island. sich rnc tera Eaten 
an r. sprang forward. “ own on 
CHAPTER VI.—“ A NIGHT ATTACK.” you ee , 2 ay kag a arenes i tae Ge te 

| “ , bu ing boy exc rate, “ 

Potty and Buccaneer Bill watched the retreating forms of the 3 h true. 

thes yout, and his bear Sad Sai vaviol Seiiicen. —- a — Your words are, however, true. We must 
Polly, with fierce exultation of having “ bested” the Duchess, and “ Polly Flinders,” said Mr. Small, savagely to the Queen, as the 
Buccaneer Bill with dismal forebodings of trouble to come. Pirate King hurried off, kissing his hand; “ you're playing it a bit 
Ruddycut had declared war, and meant it. low down on me. Where’s your boy hero now,eh? Better be off 


with the old love before taking on a pirate.”’ 
The Queen gazed a few moments at the “atom” without 
king, and then said, ‘‘ What is your christian name, Mr. 
Small ?” 

“ Alexander Hercules,” said the little officer modestly. 

“Then, Alexander Hercules,” she said, softly stroking his hair; 
“can’t you, with your expansive brain, see my little game?’”’ 

“Oh, yes! I can see well enough you want to chuck me over for 
the chap with the weak hocks.” 

** Not so, Alexander Hercules. I must use cajolery to discover 
the plots of these bloodthirsty pirates. Their valuable treasure will 
soon be in my possession, and we must defend it for—I mean, with 
our lives. Go and place yourself as a sentinel outside my palace, 
and be ready at a given signal to carry me off with the treasure. 
Keep your hands off, Alexander Hercules. There’s no need for a 
rehearsal.” 

“ Well, you might give us the kiss of peace,” pleaded Mr. Small. 

‘“‘What! In times of war. Be off with you!” retorted Polly, 
“and hide yourself near the palace as evening fulls. There’s sure 
to be an empty hencoop lying round.” 

“Tf only,”’ mused Polly, as she waved her hand to the departing 
middy, ‘‘they were like the characters in ‘ The Pirate’s Bride,’ I 
should be happy. But Sanguinary, Ruddycut, and Alexander | 
Hercules rolled into one would scarcely make one decent-sized man.” 


Night was drawing on apace, and Queen Polly was standing at 
the door of her palace. The pirates had barricaded themselves in 
their huts, and only their King lingered near the heroic Queen. 
Mr. Small, ex-officer of the “ Saucebox,’ watched them with 
jealously vigilant eyes from behind his hencoop. 

‘Fair Queen,” said the Pirate, ‘‘ darkness approaches, and the 
Bandits, our foes, will soon be here. Are you still prepared, your 
weapons handy, and to your liking ?”’ 











7 


Mu, SMALL ASSERTS HIMSELF. 


“If he had but accepted the Customs and Post ‘Office duties,” 

-moaned the Pirate King to Polly, who was venting‘ her spleen by 

shouting sarcastic nothings after the retiring foe. ~~. 

** Do you think they will come back and fight?” inquired Polly. 

*“ Almost immediately, I fear. They have but gone to summon 

the rest of the band.” 

‘Then we must prepare for action. Don't be cast down, San- 

, me and Mr. Small are equal toa dozen of them. Give me 

a nice heavy broom.” 

The Pirate King smiled mournfully, and shook his head. 

“There will be no fighting of that sort,’’ he said. ‘ You don’t 

understand our war procedure.” 

“ Will they murder us with their guns, then ?’’ asked Polly, paling 

a little. 4 
“Oh, no! There will be no more bloodshed. By our laws, their 2 

guns and our pistols are absolutely obsolete.” i, -). 

“Then what on earth will they do?” said Polly, rather be- 

wildered. 

“ Annex this part of the island, and make us slaves, or bribe my Gy, 

trusty followers to desert me to become bandits, or steal down in the : 

middle of the night and rob us while we sleep. You have no idea, 

= dear Princess, what terrible things these wretches are capable 
” o, 

“I think I can imagine,” mused Polly. ‘Tell you what, ZZ 

Sanguinary! Let your band collect their valuables, place them in 

my , and I will sleep there with the door open.’ 

** But seeing the door open the bandits would——’”’ | 

“Exactly! And I mean they shall,” said Polly. ‘‘I will under- 

take they don’t steal the pirates’ greatest treasure,” she added 


softly. 

o But that will be in your palace, sweet Queen,” said the pirate 
insinuatingly. 
“I think not, my handsome, manly King. For it is your charm- 
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“Ah!” exclaimed the Pirate, “ you are then enamoured of the Farezy into ais Face. 
poor Pirate King? Fair Queen, I am your veriest slave.”’ 
‘Go, then, and fulfil my orders. Tell your men to fear not ; ‘IT should have preferred a good-sized carpet broom,” replied Polly; 





their Queen protects them.” “but the mop and bucket of sea water will answer the purpose. 


: ~ » bad oe tes 7? 7 - ys ws - — _ . we — . » >» 
‘I go! But first one chaste salute Retire, Sir Sanguinary Scourge, ere you frighten our foes away. 
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Creeping through the darkness of the night the Bandits were 

swiftly approaching the devoted palace, as the Pirate King bade the 
n @ hurried farewell. 

They had left their guns behind them so as not to hamper their 
movements on the warpath, and Polly heard their bated aes as 
they paused for a council round the open door of the palace. 

“It’s Ruddycut’s turn to go in first, your Grace,” she heard one of 
the band whisper. ‘‘But he thinks perhaps your highness would 
like the honour.” 

“Man!” said the Duchess haughtily, ‘‘ I have been induced to 
accompany you to-night, and don this costume—at which all the 
world wrembles—in order to revenge myself on that perfidious 
Flinders. If there is anything in that wretched hovel that is 
necessary to the expedition, let Ruddycut have it.” 

Polly soused the mop into the pail, and grimly raised her weapon 
to the charge, and, as Ruddycut nervously entered the darkened 
hut, she jammed it fairly into his face. 

“Help! help!” he shrieked, rushing to the door. ‘A sea 
monster is guarding the pirates’ treasure. Rush !—run for your 


lives !” 
Polly watched the retreating forms as they pelted away in the 


moonlight. 
‘*T was @ little too hasty,” she said, regretfully. ‘‘I should have 


got them all inside first. But where’s the Duchess? I certainly 


heard——- Yes, there she goes, but—— My word! Ha! ha! 
ha!” 

Polly leant convulsively against the door-post in a paroxysm of 
laughter. 


Florence, Duchess Rosemary, throwing dignity to the winds, was 
running for dear life, attired in a “bal masque” costume as 
‘‘ Britannia,” having left her shield and trident spoils to the 


victors. 
[To be continued.] 























Waftings from the Wings. 


The programme at the Palace Theatre is the best that I have seen 
at a music hall for a very long while. Very often at our ‘ palaces 
of variety”’ the last thing one gets is variety; ballets, acrobats, 
jugglers et hoc genus omne generally fill the bill. But at the Palace 
everything is bright and varied. The new Biograph pictures are 
wonderful, but they are only a small part of the entertainment, 
Each turn has something to recommend it. For chic and verve— 
two horrible French words that express much and have no exact 
English equivalent—I have not seen anything better than Nina 
Martino and Leo Mars for a very long time. Their songs are in 
our native tongue, and are really well written at that, which is 
very rare, indeed, at our music halls. La Gitana and her Toreador 
give some graceful Spanish dances which are pleasant and restful 
to look upon. Miss Marie Dainton is a mimic with a graceful and 
refined manner; she is evidently quite young, yet her imitations are 
clever and easily recognisable, which is not very often the case in 
mimicry. Kokin is a juggler of far more than average ability, and 
then we come to the Three Dumonds, a trio to whom it is a 
positive delight to listen. Their instrumentation and their singing 
are as wonderfully sweet and artistic as their attire and movements 
are grotesque. Beside being consummate musicians, these gentlemen 
are humourists—a notable combination. The Quartette Darto give 
us some wonderful variations of various drawing-room dances, their 
waltzing being a thing to see. It is all extraordinary, and yet 
extremely graceful. These and other “turns,”’ including Mr. 
Plumpton’s splendid orchestra, make up a programme that is not 


to be matched in London. 
GOSSAMER. 


_A special morning performance of How London Lives will be 
given at the Princess’s Theatre on Easter Monday, commencing 
at 2-30. 


Prince Christian and Princess Victoria Schleswig Holstein 
witnessed the performance of The Dove Cot at the Duke of York’s 
Theatre last Thursday evening. 

Mr. William Gillette and Mr. Charles Frohman’s company will 
arrive in E d this month, and commence their season at the 
Garrick Theatre on Monday, 18th, with the comedy Too Much 
Johnson. 

Madame Tussaud have revived a well-known incident of the 
previous Egyptian campaign. They have on view a characteristic 
tableau representing ‘‘Gordon’s Last Stand at Khartoum.” Apart 
from the artistic merits of the tableau, the subject awakens very 
sorrowful memories and prejudicial reflections. 


The new electric railway at the Alexandra Palace has been 
progressing during the past three months, and will have a double 


line of rail. Each car will seat 60 and will be about 40 feet 
long. They are facsimiles of the Pavilion Car, and will 
be fitted with 70 horse-power motors. The ts for 
admitting the public will be by four automatic t and the 
fare will be 1d. either up or down the hill. The whole line will be 
in working order by the o day, 8th inst. Nowhere in or 
around — is ane an Leones c railway ae On Se Se the 
management rely on the public appreciating this novelty taking 
a ride about the groun The Palace and grounds and every- 
thing look most promising for the opening at Easter. 


At the Royal Botanic Society’s Exhibition of Spring Flowers, 
Messrs. Barr and Son took the first prize for tulips. This firm also 
obtained a certificate for new varieties of narcissus. Their silver 
cup for daffodils was awarded to Mr. Grant, of Bassaleg, Newport, 

on. 


Among the attractions of the London season is to be an exhibi- 
tion of armour. The Duke of Westminsterthe hon. president of 
the exhibition) is lending his collection fram Eaton Hall. The 
Marquess of Lorne, Viscount Dillon (the keeper of the Tower 
Armoury), Lord Archibald Campbell, Seymour Lucas, R.A., Pere 
Macquoid, Sir Noel Paton, and Sir James Linton, and other voli: 
known experts are interested in it, and Mr. Starkie Gardner is the 
hon. secretary, to whom those wishing to lend specimens should 
communicate. The unique historic interest attaching to armour, 
its beauty of form and perfection of craftsmanship and design, 
invest it with attractions which even the least reflective cannot 
resist. The exhibition will be open during June, and is to be held 
in St. Stephen’s Hall, Westminster, an annexe of the Royal 
Aquarium. 

“A Pennyworth of American Humour,” published by Morison 


Brothers, Glasgow, is a collection of jokes one has heard somewhere 
or other, and never feels bored with a repetition of them. 














“Wandering Willie,” of Bethnal Green. 


THE DIRECT ANTITHESIS OF BURNS’S “ WANDERING 
WILLIE.” 


[The Bethnal Green Guardians are offering a reward of one 
guinea each for the recovery of 16 defaulting “‘ gentlemen” who 
have left their wives and families chargeable to the parish.— 


Leader.) 


HERE away, there away, Wandering Willie! 
Here away, there away, soon ye’ll come home ; 
And the Poor-law officials will show you how silly 
Ye were from your wife and children to roam ! 
Coldly the winter-winds blew when we parted, 
And fears for my Willie brought tears to my eye; 
Till I learned, as ye left unconcerned and cold-hearted, 
That the fountain of love in your bosom was dry. 


Then dried were my tears, too! And, though, in my 
slumber, 
Four forms caused me nightly to moan and to groan, 
Yet my wandering Willie was not of their number— 
I sobbed and I sighed for my children alone! 
My dreams were wild visions of Tillie and Millie, 
So soon to be doomed to dire hunger’s alarms; 
Little Frankie, torsaken by wandering Willie, 
And the bonnie babe Barbara, pressed in my arms! 


But my “ weans” to the workhouse have gone with their 
* minnie” ; 
And gladly I gloat o’er the doom ye will meet. 
For some comrade, O coward, will tell, for a guinea, 
What diggings ye lurk in—what house of what street ! 
Then here away, there away, wandering Willie ! 


And the prison-brewed “ skilly”’ will show you how silly 
Ye were from your wife your children to roam ! 


Cede-Time and Harvest. 


[Another concession has been made by China. Port Arthur has 
been ceded to the Russians.—Daily Paper.) 
Poor China does not feel sublime ; 
Irresolute she stands and weeps, 


And, though she has her ceding time, 
The Russian all her harvest reaps! 























Here ‘away, there away, back yer come homet =~" — 













































































FUN. 








“Fun” in Earnest. 
* WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


Wet, what do you think about it? Are you proud of your 
country? Do you feel like you von pa Britons felt in the old days 
when they knew what t wan and what they wanted they 
had? Or do you feel much as you fancy Spain must be feeling in 
og A jp with America, that the only thing to be done is 
to some way out without inflicting on herself more humiliation 
than she can ibly help? As a matter of fact, so far Spain 
occupies a much more dignified position than does England. So far 
she not climbed down at all, whatever she may know she will 
have to do in the future. As for us, what have we done? Perfectly 
spontaneously, without any necessity for saying it, our responsible 
Ministers went about the country chortling that if such-and-such a 
thing happened we were going to prevent it even at the cost of war. 


* x ™« 


Cost of fiddlesticks! My dear Mr. Russia, you go right ahead, 
we shan’t interfere; don’t you worry. We may send a few warshiys 
cruising about with no object in particular, but that is no menace to 
you. It is merely to keep our people quiet at home. Interfere 
with you? Not likely. We are too busy applying for shares 
in Liptonand spotting the winner for the next big race to trouble 
our heads about dignity, honour, or any antiquated things of that 
kind. Go right ahead, and if you want a loan to help you, we will 
be delighted to give it you, if the interest is big enough. We area 
nation of shopkeepers, we are, and weare proud ofit. Let us make the 
money, anyhow, at the cost of everything that our forefathers held 
dear. They actually used to go and get killed in defence of 
a principle! Principle! What is principle? Never heard of it. 


oe x * 


We have actually captured something from a herd of starving 
Dervishes on the Nile, § For the brave fellows and the great General 
out there who are conducting the Soudan campaign with such 
courage and skill, no praise could be too high, but don’t let the 
Ministry at home take too much credit for it. They would probably 
stop the fighting if France demanded it, or if Russia said it was 
“distasteful” to her, as she said the presence of our warships in 
Port Arthur was distasteful. The Soudan campaign is well done; 
there are a few Englishmen left, in spite of the efforts of the 
Government to disprove the fact. 


4: % 


The result of the case of Mr. Gilbert against the Era was an 
excellent result. Each side will have to pay its own costs, and that 
about expresses the rights and wrongs of the matter. Mr. Gilbert 
said more than he need have said to the detriment of our actors, 
the Era replied more strongly than it need have replied on behalf 
of the profession it represents. The pockets of each having been 
touched, it will teach each of them to be a little more circumspect 
in the future. 


* ” * 


May I wish you alla Happy Easter? A little holiday will do us 
all good. We want a rest after the feverish times we have gone 
through. We ought to come back to peace and quietness. There 
isn’t surely anything more for us to give away, so we shall probably 
be left alone for a little while, like China was before Western civilisa- 
tion, finding she was in a giving mood, and couldn't protect herself, 
came along and stole everything it wanted. So we may as well go 
into the country, and, forgetting we are Englishmen, enjoy our- 
selves. If we remember the fact, enjoyment will be impossible. So 
hie ye to Brighton, or Margate, or some other tempting place, and 
pray that, the world forgetting, we may be by the world forgot. 


James Payn. 
DIEDIMARCH 25rx, 1898. 


Rest, gentle soul! The ripe fruits of thy life 
Have been enjoyment to us in our leisure; ! 
Death that has eased thee of this mortal strife 
Hath far removed our Payn, but brought{no pleasure! 


















A Potent Critic. 


“The butcher’s boy in the gallery is the king of the theatre.” — 
See evidence of Mr. W. S. Gilbert in “‘ Gilbert v. Ledger.”’] 


THE butcher’s boy to the play has gone, 
In the gallery you will find him, 

He scorns the mimes he gazes on, 
No rules of reason bind him. 

“ Right or wrong,” says this knowing card 
‘‘ He’s hardy who gainsays me, 

My blame must damn thee, little bard, 
Success comes—when I praise thee.” 


The daintiest work of genius grand 
Cannot bring my “ proud soul”’ under, 

My tastes your scribe must understand 
Or he’ll make a fatal blunder. 

No “ high class” work shall worry me, 
I'll treat it with scant charity, 

I like libretto bold and free, 

And dearly love vulgarity. 











THE Money Lending Inquiry continues to elicit strong expres- 
sions of opinion against the benefits of usury. The legal witnesses 
who have been called have attacked in a rousing crescendo the 
philanthropists who have money to invest “ on note of hand only, 
no fees, no interest, no impertinent inquiries, but in strictest con- 
fidence as between man and man.”’ One judge has gone so far as to 
call them “ predatory vermin.” Legislation seems indeed imminent, 
directed to the supervision of this much-abused class, and we 
naturally wonder if class legislation of this bare-faced; description 
will pass unchallenged by Sir William Harcourt, and the devoted 
followers who lead him. 


The cent.-per-cent. gentlemen murmur: “ Alas, 
This proposed legislation is certainly class; 

Sir William, however, is cautiously dumb, 

And his word, for our class, it appears will be mum! 


** While at us rude charges of vileness are hurled, 

It would seem that we haven’t a friend in the world, 
Our victims look on, and they laugh in their sleeve, 
While we make the judicial judiciously grieve. 


“To vex us and thwart us they all seem to seek; 

One suggests that cruel cure known as ‘ sixpence a week!’ 
While one spiteful person in: horsehair and ermine 

Makes the nasty remark of ‘ predatory vermin.’ 


‘Your percentage is high, they persistently groan, 
And we cannot well leave you, to lending, alone. 
That your principle’s bad it is easy to tell, 

So we really can’t leave you your interest as well. 


‘ Tt’s our ruin they’re after—no doubt about that ! 
But why interfere ’twixt the sharp and the flat ? 
It will be pretty rough if a new Bill they pass; 

For such Class legislation we cannot call ‘ class’! 


*‘ Is this a free country as ev’ry one boasts ? 

Is this noble Britain, with slave-scorning coasts ? 
When the bookie’s denied any ‘ place’ on the turf, 

And the cent.-per-cent. monger s a downtrodden serf!”’ 





rE 


| MAURICE’S 


PORCELEINE. 


Brighter than Enamel. . . 
IN TINS, 6d. AND 1s., FROM ALL FIRST CLASS SHOPKEEPERS. 


MAURICES PORCELEINE, 


36. ALBERT EMBANKMENT, LONDON. S.B. 

































